STRANGE INTERLUDE

NINA

{Comes in and stands jiist inside the doorway. She is
dressed in a nurse's uniform with cap, a raglan
coat over it. She appears older than in the
previous scene, her face is pale and much thinner,
her cheek bones stand out, her mouth is taut in
hard lines of a cynical scorn. Her eyes try to
armour her wounded spirit with a defensive
stare of disillusionment. Her training has also
tended to coarsen her fibre a trifle, to make her
insensitive to suffering, to give her the nurse's
professionally callous attitude. In her fight to
regain control of her nerves she has overstriven
after the cool and efficient poise, but she is really
in a more highly strung, disorganized state than
ever, although she is now more capable of sup-
pressing and concealing it. She remains strik-
ingly handsome and her physical appeal is
enhanced by her pallor and the mysterious sug-
gestion about her of hidden experience. She
stares at Marsden blankly and speaks in queer
flat tones.)

Hallo, Charlie! He's dead, Mary says.

Yes.

MARSDEN
{Nodding his head several times - stupidly.)

NINA

(In same tones.)

It's too bad. I brought Doctor Darrell. I thought there
might be a chance.

(She pauses and looks about the room,)
(Thinking confusedly.)

His books ... his chair ... he always sat there , . ,
there's his table . . . little Nina was never allowed to touch